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No smoke above the chimney reek'd,                   25

Xo winch above the well-mouth creak'd;

No casement open'd out, to catch

The air below the eaves of thatch;

Nor down before her cleanly floor

Had open'd back her heavy door;                       30

And there the catch,

With fastened latch,
Stood close, below the morning moon.

And she, dear soul, so good and kind,

Had hoiden long, in my young mind,                     35

Of holy thoughts, the highest place

Of honour, for her love and grace.

But now my wife, to heart and sight,

May seem to shine a fuller light;

And as the sun may rise to view,                         40

To dim the moon, from pale to blue,

My comely bride

May seem to hide
My mother, now my morning moon.

W. Barnes.
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MOTHER AND SON

Now sleeps the land of houses,

And dead night holds the street,

And there thou liest, my baby,

And sleepest soft and sweet;

My man is away for awhile,                                      5

But safe and alone we lie,

And none heareth thy breath but thy mother,

And the moon looking down from the sky